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As Belle Isle was our abiding place for
gome time, and as it soon after hecame
in every sense of the term what it was
even then fast becoming, one of the “death
traps” for Union prisoners, of which the
South developed several, T will endeavor
to give a fair idea of how it appeared to
us that July day in 18G3.

BELLE ISLE.

The island seemed well shaded with
frees and fair to look upon, but the soil
was a bed of sand and the isiand was low
and level. The prison pen was adjacent
1o the river, and comprised three or f'uur
geres of ground surrounded by a VI\'I(].(".
deep ditch and an emlmukmc-in. within
which enclosure there was neither tree,

por shrob, mnor plaut, nor Hower,
por blade of grass; nothing but a
bed of sand. In or mnear one cor-

per, where the water came close to the
surface, were three of four excavalions
about six feet deep, with sloping sides.
These were our wells of living water, and
the green scum that _qrn‘cred the water
made them very inviting. There were
also a numhber of old tents, all badly
dilapidated, pitched in a pronuscuoeus clus-
ter in the center of the inclosure, oeenpied
by several hundred Union prisoners of
war captured in part from Milroy's com-
mand at Winchester in June, and others
at some earlier date. No extra tents were
furnished for the additional prisoners, and
we found shelter as best we could or went
without. During our whole imprisonment
1 never once enjoyed the luxury of a
change of clothing or the opportunity to
wash a garment.

For sporting men our island had one
attrnction that must not be m'vr[c:ukm]:
Belle Isle abounded in small game, There
was more hunting to be enjoyed to the
square inch on that island than anywhere
elee in the wide world, and the beauty of
it was that the hunter could always find
his game, and if he refused to hunt the
game wounld soon find him, The litile ani-
mal was too small to be of any use in the
economy of nature in supporting life, but
it was a great life destroyer, and would
boldly invade our camp in broad day.
Very few of us were lovers of the chase,
and we Jid mot hunt them in wanton
cruelty, but for the same reason that Brit-
ish soldiers hunt tigers in India—to free
the land from a blood-thirsty enemy of
mankind. These animgis wonld never
hesitate for a moment to attack a man,
and frequently 1 have known comrades to
be badly bitten by them. In short, they
were death’'s myrmidons, the tigers of
Belle Isle, and although these Southern
“grabax” were not as powerful, singly and

one, ag an Asiatie tiger, they were just
s blood-thirsty, and through their com-
bined efforts would kill a man just as
surely, if not driven off or destroyed.

Need I say this continual round of pleas-
gre became irksome and monotonous?
That we were not content with our de-
lightful sand-lots? That the days dragged
wearily by? Talk not to me of your long
June days in the North—they are as but
moments. The longest days ever expe-
rienced by man were those prison days of
July and August in the sunny Sounthland,
within a stone's throw of the court of
Jefferson Davis.

I will aot attemi}t to depict the =scenes

witnessad there; I could not if I would;

would not if 1 could; but death was
among us, gathering in his victims from
day to day. There was not the semblance
of a hospital in connection with the prison,
-and everything was arranged to invite
and increase the death-rate. Yet
we saw only a fraction of the horrors of
prison life—or prison death, as it after-
ward became, when all exchange of pris-
gners had ceased, and the doors of hope
were closed. At that time the oldest
g'lsoner on Belle Isle had not been there
exceed 60 days, for exchanges were
being msade at irregular intervals. We all
ed to be exchanged, and hope is a
wonderful invigorator.

THE FARE OF SOUTHERN PRISONERS,

The statement has oft been made and
lished that the clergy, especially the
tholic clergy and Sisters of Charity,
were frequent and almost constant
visitors of Southern prisons, doing
all in their power for the temporal
as well g5 the spiritual welfare of the
prisoners, but during my Iimprisonment
peither Catholic nor Protestant clergy-
man, or Sister of Charity ever darkened
the gate. The hearts of the clergymen of
the uth in those days were too full of
treason to leave any room for the Gospel
of Christ.

The cooking establishment for the prison
was situated just outside of the pen, on
the bank of the James River, and 20 or
25 rods above it, at the other corner of
the pen, and out over the river a few feet,
were situnted the prison sinks. The water
supply for eooking purposes was drawn
from the river, and of the relative situa-
tion of our kitchen and the sinks I have
no further statement to make, except that
the statement of their relative positions
is true.

The quality of our food was not first-
rate, but fair—at least it was our fare.
On this question of the fare of prisoners
generally in the South, the effort has been
made of Iate years, both in the Bouth and
In the North, to show that prisoners were
treated as well as it was possible to treat
them, and that any starvation of pris-
eners that may have occurred was unin-
tentional and all owing to che fact that a
state of destitution, akin to famine, ex-
isted all over the Southern country. Not
Jong since an article headed “Libby
Prison” went the rounds of the Northern
papers, being first published in the Cin-
cinnati Enquirer. give the article here
In full as published:

“LIDBY PRISON,

“Talk with Capt. Jack Warner, Comuuis-
sary of That Notorious Place,

“Captain Jackson Wamer, Quarter-
master and Commissary of Libby Prison
during the war, was in the city during the
past week and left for his home in Illi-
pois last might. Capt. Warner is now
enfecbled by age. He has nearly reached
the 73d mile-post, but his mind is as clear
and as bright as ever. The old gentleman
wius a couspicuous figure in Richmond
during the most exciting period of the
rebellion. It is difticult to engage him
in conversation about the prison, but when
once started he talks freely and relutes
many interesting incidents which hundreds
of Unionu priscuners will remember. From
letters in his pessession it is evident that
Capt. Wurner was ag humane and eonsid-
eriate to unfortunate prisoners as circum-
stances would permit. He made scores
of friends by his kindness, and is in regu-
lar correspondence with several army offi-
eers who boarded with him doring the
Iate unplensantness, ‘I was Commissary
and Quartermaster at Libby Prison from
1861 to 1804, he said, when requested to
give gome of his reminiscences to the En-

pirer. ‘It was not a pleasant duty., but

have the consciousness of feeling that I
mever treated any man harshiy or cruelly,
When we had good provisions the prison-
ers got them. Sometimes they fared bet-
ter than the men in the Confederate army,
I have seen Lee's soldiers pick up and
eat crusts of bread thrown out by the
prisoners.’ "

That last sentence shows Capt. Jack-
son Warner to be unworthy of belief, I
did not make the gentlemsn’s acgnaintance
while in Richmond, and possibly his
Beart was full of the milk of human kind-
pess, but when he deliberately states that
ke has “seen Lee's soldiers pick up and
eat crusts of bread thrown out by the
prisoners,” he states what he knows, and
what eévery prisoner who was ever in a

Bouthern prison knows, to be false. Never | beo

8 crist nor a_erumb, nor anything that
eould Eouihl; be eaten by an Eskimo dog
-was thrown out by the prisoners, Btary

inc men do not throw away crusts of
bread. and the fact, which is a matter of
history, that ont of ™4.072 Federal prison-
ers who passed through or into those hor-
rible slaughter pens, 50,000, or 53 |
cent. of them. died; while out of 227,580
Confederate prisoners held by the United
States during the same period, only 30,152,
or 13 1-3 per cent., died, is proof positive
that 37,508 deaths were the direct result
of exposure amd starvation; and in the
face of such facts to talk of prisoners
throwing away crusts of bread.

The idea that there was n state of fa-
mine or anything approaching it in the

—.

TEYING TO0 GET A DRINE OF FHESH WATER.

South, or that Lee's soldiers were starv-
ing, is preposterous. There were at times,
owing to lack of transportation facilities,
a scarcity of provisions in Lee's army, and
in every army, for that matter. I have
seen hardtack worth a dollar apiece in
greenbacks, and none to be had at that
price, in the Army of the Potomac, where
it is generally supposed we lived on soft-
bread and butter when we were short of
short-cake and honey; but that fact does
not prove a starcity of provisions in the
North. In the South, provisions of the
substantial kind used in an army, such as
they produced in the South—beef, pork,
cornmeal, rice, beans and vegetables—
were just as abundant. What earthly
reason can be given why such should not
have been the case? Did they not have,
in the Bouth 4,000,000 slaves, every ene
of whom—men, women and children—
were compelled to till the ground to pro-
duce food for their lords and masters?
While everything sold at fabulous prices
in depreciated Confederate rag money, one
could buy for 25 cents in silver as
much food as could be bought in the North
for the same money, which fact I have
seen demonstrated more than once.

man marched an army of 60,000 men
from Atlantz to SBavannah, a distance of
300 miles, in dead of Winter, subsisting
upon provisions they found in the country,
and Sherman’s men did not starve, but
came through fat, saucy and in splendid
fighting condition.

This starvation of prisoners was a sav-
age, inhuman and cowardly policy, inau-
gurated by a set of men better qualified
by Nature, and by their education, to be-
come henchmen of the prince of darkness
than the rulers of & nation which they
sought to establish.

The people of the South, generally, may
be exonerated from complicity in this
wicked and cowardly poliey, but it is nse-
less for them to deny that such a policy
existed; that it was planned after eool and
deliberate consideration by Jefferson
Davis and his Cabinet; that it was ap-
proved by soch men as Lee, Johnston and
Jackson, who commanded the Confederate
armies in the field; and that it was ex-
ecuted in cold-blooded cruelty by Winder,
Ould and their minions,

OUT OF THE SHADOW.

On or about Aug. 5 an order came to
the prison authorities to exchauge or pa-
role geveral hundred prisoners. irst, all
the sick were selected, without regard to
priority, which amounted to about half the
quota. Many of the sick were so far gone
that they held to life by a thread, and
these were the men the Confederates
wanted to exchange without fail; but as
many well men were trying to play the
sick dodge in order to get exchanged
among the first, the Confederute official,
Dick Turner, I think, then in charge of
the prison, took his station in the gate
with a long butcher knife in his hand to
keep back the surging crowd, and selected
the sick from the well as they were ex-
hibited before him.

By this time my tent-mate, Frank
Wilkins, was barely able to walk. He
was, seemingly, nearer to death’s door
than any man could be and recover, and
for several days previously I had expected
to find him dead each morning. 1 was
not in very robust health or strength my-
self, but 1 conld take Frank under iny arm
and carry him as I would a child, and
when I arrived at the gate the butcher-
knife officinl thought he saw a man on
whom death had set his seal and he said:
“Let that man pass through.”
cial was mistaken. Frank Wilking's last
day of gervice for the old fiag ended when
he tottered through the prison gate, but
his hercic heart and vigoruns eonstitution
tided him over, and he lived for many
yeure after the war ended. After the sick
had been sclected the remainder of the
quota was filled in the order of priority.
The oldest prisoners were called until all
were taken, and there remained oaly the
Winchester and Gettysburg prisouers. The
quota lacked then 100 or more of being
full. The Winchester prisoners were the
next in priority, but the rolls had been
mislaid, and the rolls of the Gettysburg
prisoners were substituted.

This event caused an excitement that is
eagier imagined than described. It was
like & death-knell to the hopes of the Win-
chester men, but it gave a new and un-
looked-for hope to every man from Gettys-
burg. After getting my tent-mate through
the gate I had gone back to my desolate
den with no expectation of being ex-
changed on that day, but the moment I
heard the enll for the Gettysburg prison-
ers I joined the excited crowd and watched
the result, with my heart beating like a
trip-hammer. We had been enrolled by
regiments, but knew nothing of the
priority on the rolls of our organizations.
Usually there were only a few in each regi-
ment, and we watched anxiously for the
name of the next on the rolls. We held
tickets in a great lottery. Our names had
n shaken together, so to spenk, in the

What wonder that excitement ran high—
that men held their breath ia suspense?
Rapidly the names are read off by the
clerk, to which each fortunate one re-
sponds ns he runs through the gate. The
quota is almost filled; there are only a
few more names to be drawn. The 2d
Wis. is called. How that name thrills the
very marrow in my bones, for my name is
among the number on that short list. Then
follows n moment of suspense that no liv-
ing bwing who has not been placed in a
like situation ean imagine, o few seconds
of time of almost endless doration. My
heart stands still in an agony of hope and
dread. Will the quota hold out? Will
my name ever be reached? Live a thou-
sand years, I eannot experience another
such moment. At last the spell is Im;l::('n.
my name is called, then my heart gives
a great rebonnd, and T stepped out from
nnder the “Shadow of Death.”

A few more names, not to execeed half
a dozen, were cailed after mine. They fol-
‘owed me through, and the gates were
closed. We did not know it then, our com-
rades left behind did not know that so far
as this world is concerned the gates of
frecdom had elosed upon them forever.

This proved to be the last general ex-
change of prisoners until February, 1865,

During the last year of the war Sher-|; .. ooq

The om-| [

more than 18 months Ilater. How many

of the thousands we left on Belle Isle and
at Staunton were alive at the end of a
year and a half?

It is estimated that 90 days was the
average life of priconers confined in those
places of torment during those appalling
months. 1 was on Belle Isle about 15
days; add to that 75 more, which would
have carried us up to the last days of
October. No man with less than an iron
counstifution could have lived through it
But not in October; not until a year from
the next February was there another gen-
eral exchange, at which time these men
were all in their graves.

When Gen. Meade refused to allow us
to take the parole at Gettyshurg, of course,
he did not know that all exchange of
prisoners was about to cease; if he had
known it he would have been the blackest-
murderer the world ever pro-
duced. But Gen. Meade knew enough of
the treatment of prisoners by the Confed-
ernte authorities to bhave touched the
chords of sympathy and humanity in his
heart, if they were there, and the lives of
these men would have been saved.

On leaving Belle Isle we were conducted
directly to the depot, where we boarded
a train of palace box-cars, and an hour
Iater arrived at City Point, where a flag-
of-truce boat—if I remember rightly, the
New York—was awaiting us.

As the train pulled up to the landing
there fell upon our vision a sight that to
my dying day I shall never forget.  There
upon the placid stream lay the good ship
that was to bear us away from those in-
hospitable shores back to “God’s country."
It is our Saviour, a messenger from the
happy land beyond the dark “dead line."

here ean no mistake—there is no
uncertainty, for at her masthead, floating
grandly in the breeze—

“Now It catches the gleam of the morn-
ing's first beam,

In full glory reflected now shines
stream.”

We behold once more, after all these
days of weariness, the “Ftar Spangled
Banper” of the Republie; the fair emblem
of our country, for which of old our brave
fathers fought and our heroic mothers suf-
fered and prayed. The flag that we had
loved in peace and cherished in war; the
flag that we had followed in victory and
guarded and defended in defeat; the flag
for which our mothers, sisters, wives and
daughters gave the crown-jewels of their
hearts; the flag that, during those four
yenrs of devastating war, 2,778,304 men
rallied to defend and in defending, 900,000
wounds were received and 364,116 lives
were sacrificed. The flag that by a thou-
sand battles on land and sea was borne
to final victory; that triumphed at last
over the vile emblem of treason, slavery,
starvation and death, and now guards and
honors the graves of the 50,000 who lan-
guished and perished beyond the reach of
hope or mercy, where the foul rebel rag
held sway, with the gruves of their more
fortunate comrades who fell beneath the
ingpiring glory of her starry folds; the
flug that today is the proud emblem of
75,000,000 of free and happy people; the
one flag of one country extending froin the
Great Lakes to the Mexican Gulf, and

in the

latitude, and B7 degrees of longituda, to
say nothing of Alaska and the islands far
away; which is known in every harbor in
the world; is respected on every gea and
honored in every land. As the face of a
lost loved one seen for all time through
the mist of the years of the dead, but
never to be forgotten past, so engraved on
the retina of the mind’s unfading eye, I
see a8 I saw it then while gazing from
this Inst environment of a hateful im-
prisonment, just over the line, the flig of
free America, flooded with the transcend-
ent light of full and perfect freedom;
bright, beautiful, resplendent, glorions.
How every eye kindles, how every heart
thrills. Then follows a cheer, a'glad, ring-
ing, wild hurrab, that echoes from over
the river and among the hills and glens
and re-echoes forever in the recesses of my
memory.

HEvery comrade joins in that cheer; the
yoirng, the old, the strong, the weak, the
well, the sick, the dying, all unite their
voices to swell the grand chorus. But
see! They are coming out from the ship
with cots and stretchers to carry in the
sick, and springing lightly to the ground
I made my way along the train through
the excited erowd wuntil 1 found my old
tent-mate again, whom I assisted past the
last gray line that intervened between us
and our *angel of mercy,” over the gang-
plauvk and Into the hospital.

The last man was goon on board; then
our ship cast off her moorings, steamed
down the historic James, past the ruins

box. Every name drawn out was, to re-
ceive a prize, and that prize was liberty—
life! ho were to be fortunate ones?

of the old ehurch where Pocahontas was
married in the ancient city of Jamestown,

rom ocean to ocean, through 24 degrees of | book

wherein Capt. John Elh planted the
first English settlement on American soil in
1607; past old Fort Moprog, with its frown-
ing batteries of heméf‘ﬁ‘ns. and rouml-
ing the point turns Ilgt, prow up the bay,
speeding away to the rl_nr{%wnrd over the
blue waters of the Cl@sapeake, and hold-
ing her course onwaed wntil the towers
and domes of Annapolis'loom up before us,
and a little later our goad ship rests by
the pier in the snng and quiet harbor of
“Maryhmd, My Marpland.” Out upon
God’s land we step, thankful to the giver
of ail good for a sufe rérnpn from our visit
to Richmond, 1 r
(To be ecomtinwed.)

PICKET SHOTS
From Alert Con:rld; :I;mz llu-; Whole
Line.

THE GRTH OHIO.

Geo. W. Lindersmith, Corporal, Co. K,
G8th Ohlio, Fayette, (), writes: 1 enlisted
in 1861, My regiment was in the Secoml
Brigade, Third Division, Seventeenth
Corps, the brigade being composed of the
20th Olio, $1st I1L, TSth Ohio, and 6Sth
Olio.  This brigade organization was
forwed early in the war, and continued un-
til muster-ont. We were under Gen.
Logun, as Brigade Commander, Division
Commander and Department Commander.
He was greatly loved by all. He led ns
through the Viecksburg campnign. Our
hardest-fought battle, 1 believe, was July

22, 1864, As Gen. Raum states in his
story of the Western Army, the rebs

renched our left and rear, and the first
we knew of their presence was while we
were enting breakfast, when a hot fire
wis opened upon us. We drove them
baek and repulsed each snecessive assault.
Later, an attack was made from the di-
rection of Atlnnta, and we were forced to
seek shelter on the other gide of our im-
provised breastwork. The fighting con-
tinued until dark.”
SCATTERING,

Comrade C. B. Hart, Co. G, 5th N. IT.,
and Co. A, 24th V. R. C,, Ferndale, Cal,
stood guard over the remains of Dresi-
dent Lincoln, while they lay in state at
the Capitol from April 17 to 20, 1865,
Comrade Hart wonders whether any
other member of the detail is living.

GEN. BUELL'S HOME.

Quaint Old Mansion in Deserted Village of
Alrdrie.

The guaint old-fashioned honuse con-
taining about 40 rooms, with its rock
chimneys and vioe-covered verandas, sit-
uated in the deserted village of Airdrie,
Muhlenberg County, on the Southern hank
of Green River, presents one of the most
picturesque scenes that enn be imagined,
says the Owensboro (Ky.) Messenger.
An ideal place for those who love solitude
and quietness and can be much enjoyed
by those who love frolic and fun. This is
the old home of Gen. Don Carlos Buell.
A part of the house is now occupied by an
old gentleman and his family, who were
residents of the village during the last
years of Gen. Buell's life. The old gen-
tleman ig very kind to show and give the
history of the place to visitors, He has
a life-like portrait of Gen. Buell.

The front rooms of the house are still
furnished as they were at the time of
Buell's death, Nov. 19, 1808, the 47th an-
niversary of his wedding day. No admit-
tance is allowed to these fooms, as they
are locked and the windows blinded. The
place is owned by his stepdauzhter, Miss
I\:Tlnnie Mason, who ngw risides in Louis-
ville.

The little footpaths that wind around
the cool and shady groyes, together with
the gates and bridges, add much to the
scenery. One interesting Yeature iz the
ruins of an old rock /honse and furnace
built in the year 1355 by, Alexandria, a
wealthy Scotchman, for the purpose of
making iron, but on account of the high
transportation this was abandoned. Sev-
eral years ago a numbar of convicts were
brought here to quarry stope to build the
Eddyville penitentiary, but the stone was
so soft it could not De, used. Some of
the old mines are still thére, one of which
has two car tracks with & number of
little cars standing in the mouth of the
mine. There s a fine stone wall about
70 feet high, with stone steps for climh-
ing this wall. It is a piece of masonry
equal to the masonry of today.

The village is composed of about 30
vacant, dilapidated frame honses with
brick pillars and chimneys. While walk-
ing through the village a profound solem-
nity is east over you on account of the
ruin and desolation, a lasting monument
of the devastation and waste of the clvil
war.

The Assault on Cemetery Hill.

EpiTorR NATIONAL TRIBUNE: [ have
been reading with much Interest the
“Adventures of an Iron Brigade
Man,” by Capt Beecham, of the
2d Wis. In your paper of the
Oct. 2., second column, third page,

I mnotice the description of the charge
of Hayes's Brigade of Early's Division at
sundown the 2d of July, 18672, on the north
front of Cemetery Hill, Gettysburg., 1
desire to say that I have never seen a
better description of that event in 50 few
words. While the attack of Early's Di-
vigion on the north front of Cemetery Hill
did not Iast very long, it was one of the
most thrilling and dramatic affairs of the
whole civil war, and so far as my reading
enables me to judge no one hns ever done
it iIll!?&tiea_a from either view-point—Fed-
eral or Confederate. 1 am sorry that
Capt. Beecham did not make abount two
colnmns of it instead of a column which he
devotes to it

By the way, we had a man In Battery
B of the 4th Art. (Stewart's Battery)
named Henry Beecham, who was a de-
tached volunteer from a Wisconsin regi-
ment, either the 2d or Tth, I forget which,
but at any rate a Wisconsin volunteer.
I would like to know whether he and
Capt. R. K. Beecham, who is writing the
“Adventures of an Iron Brigade Man,”
were related. I knew Henry very well,
also his cousin, I think, whose pame was
Elbridge Packard, a Sergeant in the Bat-
tery, who was killed at North Anna River,
or Jericho Ford, May 25, 1864.—AvGus-
Tvs BreLn, Philadelphia, Pa.

Capt. Beecham's Description of the Battle of
Gettysburg.
Epitor NATIONAL TrIBUNE: 1 desire
to congratulate Capt. R. K. Beecham on
his articles relative to the Iron Brigade,
especially that part relating to the battle
of Gettysburg., It is the most readable
and easiest understood of any aeccount of
that greatest of battles I ever read. |
was not there, but I underStand it better
than I ever have doné, and hope to be
able to buy Capt. Bedeham’s articles in
form for handy th?euce.—?. w.
HiLn. 6th Mich. Cav., 'Cleveland, Ohio.

Gen. Longstreet, & Loyal Ex-Confederate.
(Religious Telescope.)

Gen. Longstreet, the distinguished ex-
Confederate, now far advanced in years,
has but recently given expression to his
realization of the -faet that, al-
though he did not think so at the
time, he has long since been thoronghly
convinced that the defeat of sthe mighty ut-
tempt to overthrow the Union was, to the
South as well as to thetNorth, under God,
a great blessing in disguise., Assurance of
this he gave in a receént letter to Gen,
Sickles, in which he concedes that the ad-
vance position taken by that General's
Corps on . the Gettyshurg battlefield, at
Peach Orchard, saved the dey for the
Union cause, a question which has been
much discussed since the war.

Gen. Longstreet says In part:

“I believe that it is conceded that the
advance position at the Peach Orchard en-
gagement taken by your corps and under
your orders, saved that battlefield to the
Union cause. It was the sorriest and sad-
dest reflection of my life for many years:
but today I may say with sincerest emo-
tion that it was and is the best that
could have come to us all, North and
Bouth, and I hope that the Nation re-
united may always enjoy the honor and

lory brought to it by that d work.

lease express my kindest solicitations to
your Governor and your fellow-comrades
of the Army of the Potomac. Always sin-
cerely yours,

“J AMES x ON Bm-ll'l‘."

CAMPAIGNING
WITH BUELL.

Operations
Against Bragg in Kentucky.

Reminiscences * of

BY W. W. JACOR=.

Every survivor of the war for the Union
has arrived at what bas been called the
“anecdotage” age. That most of them
live to a great extent in the past, amnd that
the wonderful four years from 1861 to
1865 forms the greatest epoch in their
lives is easily seen by a pervsal of The
National Tribune, where, from
week, for these many year, thonsands of
them have fought their battles over again,
or have told “moving stories of flood and

ment and tragedy. To many of us as we
look buek those days seem nearer and
memory clearer than the days and events
of 81 more recent date.  And so, having
the leisure, I have jotted down the recol-
leetions of a private who from his posi-
tion conld of neces<ity know but very lit-
tle of the momentons events that woere
happening all around him, snd whose
knowledege of campaigns and battles was
limited to the very subordinate place oe-
cupiedd by his own regiment or brigade
therein,

No claim is made for historial acen-
raey, but nothing has been set down here
of which the writer did not have personal
knowledge,

At the ontbreak of the rebellion T was
living in Covington, Ky., and although
only the Ohio River separited it from the
loyal eity of Cincinnati, a very strong
secession sentiment  prevailed there, as
well as in its sister cify of Newport and
the other towns and villages along the
Ohio, though there were many  andent
Union men to be found. In this respect
the district resembled the State, which
in 1861 seemed to be abont evenly divided
on the l]lli"é!ilvll of gece=sion,

The Legislature had passed the imprae-
tieable “armed neatrality law,” designed
to keep both armies out of Kentucky., But
when it ealled gpon Gen. Anderson to as-
snme command on behalf of the United
States, and the Confederate Gen. Buckner
invaded the State from ‘Tennessee and
occupied Bowling Green, no more was
heard of neutrality, and Kentucky heeame
the theater of wur which it remained until
the close of hostilities,

The enemy at once became very active
in eastern Kentueky, and to meet them
an urgent call was made for volunteers,

Many new regiments were organized,
and having been hastily armed and equip-
ped, as well us the means at hand wounld
permit, were sent forward to meet the
enemy.

Among the regiments thus organized
was my own, the 3d Ky., which was mus-
tered inte the United States service in
October, 1861, under Col, Mark Mundy,
who was npever with the regiment after
it left the State, a ecircumstance which
cansed much discontent among officers
and men. HKHis place, however, was ably
filled by the Lientenant-Colonel, J. P.
Jackson, a young and energetic man, who
saw himself cut off from all hope of ad-
vancement while his chief rested com-
fortably in the easy and douhtless lucra-
ti_\l']e office of Provost-Marshal of Lonis-
ville

In November, 1861, the Department of
the Ohio was organized, with Gen. Don
Carlos Buell in command. Early in 1862
my regiment, after marching through al-
most the entire State of Kentucky, was
ordered to Nashville, Tenn., it heing then
a part of the Fifth Division of the Army
of the Chio, commanded by Gen. Thomas
L. Crittenden. The greater part of this
division went forward to aid in the opera-
tions against Corinth, but our regiment
remained at Lebanon, Tenn., as a part
of the force required to keep open the
communications between Halleek's Army
and Nashville. Here, in July, we were
comfortably situated, when Nelson’s Divi-
sion eame through on a forced march en
route to Murfreeshoro, which place, with
its garrison of about 2,000 men, had been
ceaptured by Ilorrest, who got possession
of a great amount of stores, horses, ete.
At this period of the war, and for long
afterward, it was the custom to chase the
fleat-footed rebel cavalry with our infan-
try, and many a weary and futile march
we made after Forrest, Morgan and other
raiders, who not infrequently harassed our
rear when we were looking for them in
our front. Our army was woefully defi-
cient in ecavalry, the few mounted men
we had being mostly engaged in protecting
the slender slip of railroad upon which
our supplies depended.

Our sinister old foe, Bragg, was silently
planning to rid Tennessee of onr presence,
and kept us all guessing as to his inten-
tions. We followed him into the moun-
tains of East Tennessee, and were hot on
his trail all the way. At McMinnville it
was confidently expected he wonld give
us battle. The utter absence of knowl-
edge as to his movements and intentions
kept us constantly on the alert. Indeed,
ns it pow appears, neither Buell nor
Bragg had fully made up his mind as to
the next step to be taken. Buell’s move-
ments, of course, being entirely dependent
upon those of Bragg. The general im-
pression was that the -Confederate Gen-
eral would make an effort to recapture
Nushville, apparvently not a difficult un-
dertaking at that time, for the place was
but poorly defended, and he could reach
it without much opposition from Buell.

Our division, under Crittenden, march-

ed to Altamont over a steep and rough
road, but throngh a magnificent mountain
country, where the people seemed to be
loyal and patriotie, though for the most
part very poor. Having arrived at the
top of the hill, like the King of France's
men, we marched down again, it having
been learned that Bragg’s whole army was
north of the Tennessee River, and was
probably heading for Keuntucky, though it
was still possible he might alter his course
and make a descent upon Nashville, Act-
ing, as I think, upon the Iatter supposi-
tion, our army was ordered to concentrate
at Murfreeshoro, and a sorry-looking
spectacle we presented upon qur arrival
there after our mountain campaign. Rag-
ged, dirty, shoeless and hatless, & more
dilapidated army was never seen sinece
the days of Falstaff. However, on arriv-
ing at Murfreesboro we were supplied
with the necessary clothing and rations,
and given a few days’ rest on the banks
of that river, where not long afterwards
was fought one of the bloodiest battles of
the war.
Here the news reached us that Kirby
Smith hnd slipped by our fortified posi-
tion at Cumberiand Gap and had entered
Kentucky with the avowed object of carry-
ing the war into the enemy’s country, and
of possessing himself not only of that
State, but of the wealthy eclty of Cincin-
nati. As a matter of faet he did appear
only a few miles from the latter city, and
his camp-fires could be seen on the hills
back of the Ohio River.

Then began for us that memorable
march in pursuit of Bragg, whose pur-
pose wns now clearly defined to he the
permanent occupation of Kentucky by the
Confederates. He had been led to be-
lieve that upon a Confederate army ap-
pearing in the State the young men would
flock to its standard in great numbers.
Acting npon this belief, he had brought
with him 20,000 rifles, with ammunition
and equipments for that number of men.
He aiso hoped to replenish his stores from
the abundance which the Government had
piled up at various points in the State.
In the latter object he was successful, but
was very much disappeinted in the former,
for he carried back with him, unused, the
arsenal which he had prepared for his
Kentucky recruits.

On severa] occasions Buell had offered
battle to Bragg, but the latter seemed
unwilling to risk an engagement. More
than once the rebel camp-fires were visible
to us, as the routes of the two armies—
Bragg on his way to Lexington and Buell
headed for Lonisville—were often on al-
most parallel lines. At last, however, the
enemy was obliged to make a stand, in
order to check our advance and to enable

him to leave the State with his army and
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WHAT A - SAMPLE

To Prove What Swamp-Root, the

bune May Have a Sample

Among the many famons cures of Swamp-
Root investigated by “National Tribnne
the ones we publish this week for the bene-9
Gt of our readers, speak In the highest terms
of the wonderfal euritive properties of this
great kidney, liver and bladder remeds.

Mra. H. N, Wheeler, of 117 High Rock St
Lynn, Mass, writes on Nov, 2, 1901; “About

18 months ago | had a very severe spedl of
| #ickness. 1 was extremely sick for three
| weeks, and when I finally was able to leave
|my bed T was feft with excruclating pains
| i my back. My water at times looked very
Ilikr- colfee, T conld pass but Hitle at a tioe,
l:mll then only after suffering great paln, My
| physieal condition was such that 1 had no

strength and was all run down.  The doe-
tors sald my kidoeys were not affected, but
}l felt certain that they were the eanse of my
| trouble. My slster, Mrs. . E. Littleflald,-of
il.n:u. mlvised we o give Dr. Kilmer's
Swamp-Root a trinl. T proeured a hottle and
ingide of three days commenced to get re-
Bef. I followed up that botile with an-
other, and at the eowpletlon of this one

| found I was completely cured. My strength
| returned, and today I am as well as ever.
My business s that of canvasser. [ am on
my feet o great deal of the time, and have to

BOTTLE

OF SWAMP-ROOT DID

Great Kidney, Liver and Bladder

Remedy, Will do for YOU, Every Reader of The National Tri«

Bottle Sent Free by Mail.

use much energy in getting around. My
ture I8 therefore all the more remarkable,
und Is excesdingly gratifying to me.”

Mt A Hforelis |

derfal eures of the most distressine eases,

few days we may be grieved to learn of t

promptly sent.
store and procured a supply.
glder It unsurpassed as a remedy for torpid
ment of the digestive functions,
my business, I ean recommend it highly
for all liver unid kidney complaints. I am not
In the habit of endorsing any medicine, bat
in this case 1 cannot speak too much In
|-r:|!:'1.‘ of what Swamp-Root has done for
me,'

tive properties of Swamp-Root.

Mits H. N, WHEELER.

The mild and extraordinary effect of the world-famons kidnes and bladder reme=
dy, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, is soon realized.

It stands the highest for its wone
L

Weak and unhealthy Kidneys are responsible for more sickness and suffering
than any other disease, therefore, when throngh neglect or other causes, kiduey
trouble is permitted to continue, fatal resulls are sure to follow.

We often see a friend, a relative, or an acquaintance apparently well, but in &

heir severe illness, or sudden death, eaused

by that fatnl type of kidney trouble—Bright's Disease,
The Effect of the Sample Bottle of Swamp-Root.

“Having beard that you could procure a sample bottle of Swamp-Roof, free hy
mall, I wrate to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton,

N. Y., for a sample botile and It was

I was =0 pleased after trring the sample bottle that 1 sent to the drug
I have nsed Swrmp-Root regalarly for some time and cone

fiver, loss of appetite and general dernoge-

I think my trouble was duoe too close confinement in

431, West
High St.

W F-Lolaue,

Springfield, Ohlo.,, Feb. 21st, 1901,

EDITORIAL NOTE—If vou are sick or “feel hadly,” bezin taking the wonier-
ful discovery, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, because as soon as yvour kidneys wre well
they will help all the other argans to health.

Yon may have a sample bottle of this wanderful remedy. Swamp-Root, sent
absolutely free by mail, also a book telling all about Swamp-Root. and eontaining
many of the thousands npon thonsands of
and women who owe their good health, in fact their very lives to the great eura-
In writing to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N,
Y., be sure to say that yon read this generous offer in The National Tribune.

It yon are already convineed that Swamp-Root iz what yon need, yon can pur-
chase the regular J0-cent and $1 size bottles at the drng stores everywhere,
make any mistake, but remember the name, Swamp-Root, Dr. Kilmer's Swampe
Root, and the address, Binghamton, N, Y., on every bottle.

A trial will eonvinee anyone,

testimonial letters reeeived from men

Don't

booty. He no longer thought of holding
the State for the Confederacy, though he
had gone through the farce of installing
a Confederate State Government at
Frankfort,

On the S8th McCook engnged the enemy
at® Perryville, and without notifying
Buell precipitated an action, the brunt of
which fell on his division. To the rank
and file it was apparent that there was
some misunderstanding on the part of the
division eommanders. Buell was reported
to be at the rear sick. Only a few regi-
ments of Gilbert's command and one bri-
gade of Crittenden’s went to the assist-
ance of Mc¢Cook. Trom our position on
a hill we could piainly see the fighting,
yet we remained inactive and appar-ntly
forgotten during the entire day, waiting
for orders that never came. We were
told that we were being held in reserve
for the next day, when a great general en-
gagement was looked for, but when the
next day dawned it was found that the
enemy had decamped, falling back on
Harrodsburg, and so ended the battle of
Perryville.

The general feeling of the army was
one of mortification that the enemy was
allowed to escape so easily, and almost
of shame and disguet at the -poor tactics
displayed by our commanders. Buell's
unpopularity increased and was shared in
by his corps commanders. MeCook was
censured for rashness, Crittenden for in-
activity that looked like indifference to
the result, and Gilbert for inefficieney and
general worthlessness., Our loss in the
battle was over 4,000 men, nearly all from
MeCook's eommand. Brage acknowledged
a loss of 2,500, but this was far from
correct, as we held 5000 of his men
prisoners after the battle, and next day
eaptured 1,500 of his sick and wonnded
at Harrodsburg, while his loss in killed
and wounded must have been fully equal
to our own. It was always the policy of
the Confederates to mimimize their losses
in their reports, and to greatly exagger-
ate that of the enemy, I will not say that
some of our own commanders did not do
the same thing. Gen. Polk commanded
the Confederate forees during the action,
Bragg being absent at Frankfort with
Kirby Smith.

Our army at Perryville consisted of
three corps, commanded by Gilbert, Me-
Cook and Crittenden. Gen. Thomas was
second in command nnder Buell; of these
Generals all but Gilbert were known to
thesarmy. This was his first and last ap-
pearance in command of a corps.

After the battle of Perryville Brage
seemed to have had enough fighting. He
retreated southward, closely pursued by
Buell. At Harrodsburg there was some
fighting and a large quantity of Bragg's
plunder fell into our hands. Day after
day we pressed more closely on the re-
treating enemy, compeliing him to aban-
don much of his impedimenta, and taking
many prisoners. But he pressed onward
towards Cumberland Gap, and as his evi-
dent intention was to leave the State as
quickly as possible, Buell abandoned the
pursuit.

Upon our return to Louisville we were
allowed a few days for rest and recuper-
ation. We were supplied with an abun-
dance of rations, and the first potatoes and
onions we had seen for a year were issued
to us by the agents of the Sanitary Com-
mission.

An incident of our march through the
elty of Lonisville is still fresh in my recol-
lection. My “bunkey” and 1 had looked
forward for some time to the day when
we would be able to obtain a drink of the
famous Bourbon to be had in that city.
Accordingly we slipped out of ranks un-
abgerved and made our way to the Lonis-
ville Hotel. Imagine us, two dirty, un-
shaved, ragamuflins, with tattered cloth-
ing, broken shoes, trousers legs incased in

waoolen stockings, blanket rolls on should-
ers, from which dangled frying-pans,
coffee-pot, tin ecup, ete, as we entered
the magnificent saloon of this fine hotel,
filled as it was with well-dressed and well-
groomed gentlemen, many of them offi-
cers in uniform. Unabashed we made onr
way to the bar only to be confronted with
a large placard bearing the legend *“To
avoid the mortification of a refusal sol-
diers will please not ask for liguor.™
“Well, I'll be "' exclaimed my bun-
key, “here we have been planning for
weeks to treat ourselves to a good drink,
only to be turned down by that thing be-
ifore we have had a chance to ask for
t.“

An officer wearing the shonlder-straps
of a Brigadier-General, was standing at
the bar in company with two or threa
other gentlemen. Before them was a de-
canter of whisky and several clean glasses,
Hearing my “bunkes’s” lamentation, he
turned towards us and in a very kindly
manner asked us to what regiment we be-
longed. TUpon being informed he took two
of the glasses, saying “Take o drink*with
me.” He had very liberal ideas of a
drink, for he quite filled the two large
glasses with the nectar of Kentucky, and
before the astonished barkeeper could say
a word emptied the remainder of the de-
canter of spirits into our canteen. 1 have
never seen him since, nor did 1 wait then .
to ascertain his name, but I feel sure that
he was a gentleman, a soldier and =
Kentuckian.

Upon our arrival in camp we learned
that Gen. Buell had been relieved from
command. This news gave great =atis-
faction to the army, which had lest faith
in him, and questioned not only his ability
but his loyalty. Indeed, T have often
thought sadly of the eruel injustice and
ingratitude of the country and the army
towards Gen. Buell. He found the Army
of the Ohio an armed mob, and left it a
disciplined and well-organized army. He
did for it what MeClellan did for the
Army of the Potomac; but while “little
Mac.” always retained the love and cone
fidence of his men, Buell hardly even com-
manded the respect due his position from
his subordinates. He was a graduate of
Whest Point, a fine soldier. but a strict
disciplinarinn. He punished straggling
and all other infractions of orders with a
heavy hand. He was cold and apparently
distrustful towards most of his officers,
and the men considered him not only un-
necessarily harsh and severe, but too ecares
ful of the property and comfort of the
peopla who openly sympathized with
rebels, and hated the Union soldier. Wea
did not know then, as we do now, that in
all this long year of hard service and con-
stant marching and drilling he was mak-
ing an army. His rigid discipline bore
fruit later, and fully vindicated the man
and hie methods. There are few of his
old soldiers who are unwilling to acknowl-
edge that all his aims were for the good
of the army and the honor of his country,

The 28th N. Y.

Comrade C. W. Boyce, of Buffalo, N,
Y., the enterprising Secretary of the 2Sth
N. Y. Regimental Association, has issued
a neat pamphlet of 40 pages, containing
the proceedings at the dedication of the
regimental monument at Culpeper, Va.,
Aug. 8, 1902, Besides the very in-
teresting speeches the pamphlet con-
tains a full page half-tone cut of the mon-
ument, grouped around which are thas
members in attendance at the dedicatiton,
dlso half-tone portriits of Col. Edwin F,
Brown, €. W. Boyce, Hon. Oren’ B.
Brown, Mrs. Annie L. Stilson, Gen. Ho-
ratio C. King, Sylvester 8. Marvin, Col.
T. E. True, U. 8, A, and Gen. N. M. Cor-
tis. The book was compiled by Gen.
Horatio €, King at the request of Col,
Edwin F. Brown.

PENSIONS!

after you have received your pension. 0
references in reply. If yon want a pension

"™ JOSEPH H.

PENSIONS!

The 117 cases which Mr. Honter had allowed in one day is nndonbtedly a recond=
breaker. It was only accomplished by hard work and close attention to business. He is
at the Departments each day, looking up neglected and rejected cases. He will look up
yours, free of charge, and use all testimony found on file with same. Fee only to be paid
Thousands of pensions can be increased. Will send

or patent without unnecessary delay, write

HUNTER,

Pension and Patent Attorney,
WASHINGTON, D. C.




